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I'M OUT ON THE WIND 


A MESSAGE FROM THE EDITOR 


Out out on the wind 

I saw you on the wind 

You shatter instantly like glass stolen on the wind 

Thank you Ryder on the wind 

Civil and stern and forwards on the wind 

Entertain me, "emboss me," or there are 
consequences on the wind 

Good energy flows limply, faithfully thank you 
on the wind 

Tin pleasure with clinks from bird beaks on the wind 

Isolation on the hill on the sill a water glass half 
window full on the wind 

No one laughs on the wind 

A clown cries in a gutter and rains on the wind 

A tough denim wear Ryder places his bets on the wind 

With rough faced eyes like freezer burn, frosty 
glare on the wind 

Fare collector half there by way to the state fair, 
that!s fair on the wind 

The bell rings like crystal rimmed glasses from 
Mars or Venus on the wind 

And polymath teachers stoop joblessly, gone on the wind 

Or with the wind, a horse beloved, this cowboy tale 
we're on (the wind) 

My belly's chock-full of dates and sweet confections, 
bottle & cane on the wind 

With the precision of clockwork, Grandfather eyes 
now Ryder on the wind 

A living stare, lichen tufts at foot, stairs bottom 
tough on the wind 

Coughs of smog from the urban reflection dome East 
floated thru on the wind 

There are bleaker days than these on the wind 

Bleaker than time, stale old time itself, I'M out 
on the wind 


I do 
I do 


not want to be out on the wind 

not remember the face of a Ryder who travels 

on the wind 

not recall meeting those called Smith who practice 
trades on the wind 

not lay brick or mortar or chisel David stiffly 
on the wind 

not believe anyone has a choice on the wind 

not hear my: voice on the wind 

not remember ancestors or prophets on the wind 
not remember how to give you love on the wind 
not consent. to be on the wind 


Do. 


~ GOODBYE and GOOD NITE. 


Fun 


HAILEIGH PAWLAK 


Today the rain smells like: 


I am standing on 
beaches of Maine. 


My toes dig up 

receding shoreline,, 
building sandcastles 

like when we were children. 


I inhale and am greeted 
by fish that flit through 
seas of fog, navigating 
waves with ease. 


Ships passing are left 
to traverse sunken waters. 


Doo ceri aal 


us al 


BREATH'S GREETINGS 
ANGIE SEMPERTEGUI 


stop and listen 
to 


your breath's greetings 
going 


up and down 
then 


in and out 
until 


on a thursday 
MILO ARNONE 


morning, the leaves are snow 


-hushed, suffocating beneath sheets of 


white; winter crust crunches 


sunlight to dust, gray; crayon-colored 


clouds thread sky with a thousand 
foggy breaths, restless, uneasy 

at the apprehension of frozen time. 
i want to plant you in the Earth 


to be watered and loved 

for years, cherished 

by sunlight, and cradled by wind; 
soil-hugging, preserving your 
roots where no one sees, you 
stretch as far down 

as you do up; down until 

the air that you drink 

tills the Earth for you. 

after seasons spin, 

through storm and sun and snow, 
breathe deeply, that freshest air. 
the world will grow with you. 


words // gasoline 
DYLAN MURAWSKI 


she wants to be the friend 
you never see, so 

tied up in her work,, 

to do yoga every day; 

near her garden,, 

to have a garden 

and a pet rat 

that falls 

asleep 

while she's writing. 


she wants to learn every language, 

to know a few words in every language, 
to speak complete sentences that no 
one but her can comprehend. 


she wants to buy a journal, 
to fill it with words and. 
gasoline, to bum 

it in her backyard, collect. 
the flame-swallowed pages 
in an urn. 

she wants to be 

an urn. 


RUTH 


LYN KEMPA 


WINONA 


ur ren er ae 


MEG MUNRO 


i've been waking up 

in the middle of the night 
smelling smoke from a fire 

that's not there 

it never was, but the stench 
clings to my clothes until morning 


and by then 

the breakfast has grown 
cold so eat up! 

it's time to take a bite 
of broken bottles and last 
weeks scraps 

be sure to indulge 

because the upcoming weeks 
are long and full of flames 


flames thatll kiss your face when they arrive 
and leave their calling card of sweat 

and blisters as they spread through 

your body and make their exit 

by singeing the bottoms of your feet 


wash until your body is raw 

raw and red and red and raw 

cracks growing in the spaces 

between your fingers 

the spots where you scrub in the spaces in 
the cracks in the raw in between your fingers 


but the smell will linger on 
and the fire was there all along 


VIDEO FEEDBACK 


SILAS RUBECK 


INTERVIEW WITH EMMETT KELLY 


--photo credit Ian Svenonius 


Emmett Kelly is an LA-based singer, songwriter,. and 
guitarist, shining with new chameleon-colors each 
passing year like a true musical eclectic. Whether 
he's quietly intimating the secrets of American folk 
or humming im a swarm of sonic chaos,, the music is 
raw and honest. His records from The Cairo Gang 
moniker capture a progression across different rock & 
roll worlds, but these days, his scope is even larger. 
One half of the guitar-drums duo The Double, bassist 
(one of them) of The C.I.A.,. and tenured member of 
Ty Segall's totally-free Freedom Band,, Emmett has 
more credits than most, a timeless all-in-one master. 


In recent years, his record label HAHA has delivered 
more abstract and experimental releases such as the 
compositional outfit Clinamen's self-titled album and 
a cassette from his longtime comrade/collaborator,, 
Bonnie "Prince" Billy. I'm a total fan, so getting to 
ask Emmett some questions was truly a thrill. 


JK: 


EK: 


JK: 


JK: 


The Cairo Gang pops up every few years in totally 
different, amazing ways. Do you feel like The 
Cairo Gang shows different sides of yourself, or. 
is it something that's wholly your identity, 
changing through time, or something else? 


Well, The Cairo Gang no longer exists, so it isnt 
anything that I consider to be present in my life 
anymore. The idea had always been for it to morph 
and be completely open and a fluid changing thing, 
but I feel like it only confused people and it 
sadly has become a victim of that circumstance. 
Perversely I think maybe there will be other CG 
albums in the future, but I doubt that there will 
be a live band that does that.. you know unless 
everyone is gagging for it and we absolutely have 
to. Haha. My attitude about the Gang now is that 
it was my attempt at fitting into a world I dont 
really fit in to, I have since totally abandoned 
that concept and am so happy to have put that 
behind me. Its fully screwed up how the industry 
has this type of demand on artists to fit in. 

But you know, I grew up a misfit and will always 
be one and fuck everyone who thinks I should be 
anything less than that. 


Can you recall an early musical influence that 
still resonates with you today? 


: My dad playing drums and my mom talking about 


his feel. 


I read that you spent some years traveling around, 
and Chicago's experimental music scene sort of 
anchored you down for a while. What advice would 
you give to the younger generation of artists who 
want to travel? 


er o guri 


EK: 


JK: 


JK: 


EK: 


Travel! Do what you want! dont squander your 
youth on anxiety and other bullshit. Stay a kid 
for as long as you can, you will have to be an 
adult at some point anyway. why rush? 


You run the "interested entity" HAHA. What led you 
to start your own label? 


: I started this label mainly to have an outlet to 


release music as I have not felt as though I have 
had a good solid relationship with a label in the 
past. While that isnt entirely true, I needed to 
see for myself what it means to run a label to 
gain that AMBERES perspective. I also wanted to 
release lots of music of all the people I know 
who have orphaned recordings and more left field 
things they might want to try. I've realized that 
most of my hiccups in my caredr in music have to 
do with a misunderstanding of what other peoples 
role is in its exploitation. Running a label, 
same with when I started a booking agency, made 
me aware of the insane amount of work it takes 

to do this shit. No one is a wizard. 


Some of my; favorite Emmett Kelly guitar work lives 
on Tiny Rebels and Untouchable. How picky are you 
when it comes to getting guitar sounds, live or 
during recording? 


My Cairo Gang albums were recorded quickly for the 
most part and I didnt really do much in the way of 
making precious my 'tone'. On Tiny Rebels I 
literally was trying to copy Jim McGuinn's sound 

on the first Byrds album. I read he went direct into 
two optical limiters in line, so thats exactly 

what I did. Untouchable was more hifi thanks to 

Ty Segall's engineering expertise. So the sounds 


JK: 


EK: 


JK: 


EK: 


there were more complex in their mic'ing. But I 
have mainly always just wanted an amp thats 
overdriving and thats about it. Live I have a 

very specific setup that of course always changes. 
I always have an idea as to what I want to do, 

and something else appears most of the time. Right 
now I am really into just using a stereo mic set 
up and playing into a room and recording the room 
more than the source. Just cuz I feel as though 
the sound of the electric guitar has more to do 
with its projection and it reflecting off the walls 
than it does whats coming straight out the speaker. 
But I also dont think there are any rules in 
recording, so.. it just depends on the kind of 
thing you want to make. 


The new C.I.A. album is so good. I like that you 
guys are doctors now. When putting put records, do 
you enjoy the process of shooting cover artwork, 
music videos, dressing up, etc.? 


Yeah of course! Its really fun! Denee is the 
mastermind behind most of the visual side of the 
CIA and I think she is one of the greatest people 
on earth not to mention having incredible style. 
While I'm not the most comfortable in front of a 
camera, I do think its fun to play with the ideas 
she has for our photos and videos. 


Live at Worship (Ty Segall & Emmett Kelly) is 
ALSO so good. Do you have a favorite Ty song to 
play--either with Freedom Band or acoustically? 


No there isnt a favorite per se.. I like so many 

of the songs for different reasons. I like how 

we have been able to grow together and learn how to 
f 


e aad FOR, 


JK: 


JK: 


: Dont be a dick! 


play together freely and openly over the years. 
Songs come and go from our collective interest 

in playing them, and often times they are constantly 
being reborn and renewed in our different attitude 
and approaches. The Freedom Band is one of the 
funnest bands to play in. But also when we play 
acoustic, its so exciting, because we can do 

almost anything. 


Do you follow any sort of ethos when it comes to 
art & life? | 


Are you releasing anything any time soon? 


: Yeah of course! One record that you didnt mention 


that came out recently is Seance! With Zabrecky, 
which is credited to Zabrecky, but I made all the 


music and consider it my album as much as his. 

The Double has a new single coming out soon. And I 
am working on a few other recordings. One of songs, 
singing and playing guitar and others of more wild 
electric guitar music. Also worth mentioning is 
that HAHA has released a solo album of mine of 
synth compositions, as well as my band Clinamen 
which on this release was an ensemble playing 
compositions written entirely by rolling dice. 

I hope to make another Clinamen album this year. 
The beauty of HAHA is that things dont take a year 
to manufacture. 
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VIDEO FEEDBACK 2 


SILAS RUBECK 
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JOHNNY & THE MAN KIDS AT BJ'S 10/28/22 


DYLAN ROHR 


TSUNAMI TSURPRISE AT BJ'S 10/12/22 


MEG MUNRO 


spit it out 

the maggots that have 

wormed their way into 

your throat, squirming when they 

feel the salt of your tears licking at them 
the burning of flames 

to decompose 

and return to dust once more 


sweat it out 

the rot that has 

grown in the spaces within | _ 
your ribcage, sweltering in the 
light you let in when you speak 
in the softest of tongues 

to decompose 

and return to dust once more 


shake it out 

the vultures that have 

found shelter in 

your stomach, crying out in 

their hunger you perpetuate 

for there are no scraps to be had 
in a wasteland to decompose 

and return to dust once more 


a clean room with nothing in it 


DYLAN MURAWSKI 


two nights ago i took a valerian and had a dream you 
said sorry for something. i woke up covered in sweat 
in a clean room with nothing in it. sunlight scorched 
through the window onto my leg. i stepped outside like 
my therapist told me to and walked in a big pavement 
circle with my eyes half-closed. i passed pedestrians 
and hoped they hadn't been staring at my hair. 


i went home and made myself oatmeal and fell back 
asleep. when i woke up again i had no proof you 
existed. the clean room had a bag of dirty clothing 
in it so i went to the laundromat. i went for a walk 
in a nearby neighborhood and caught myself thinking 
i might. like to live in this dumb little town. i 
collected the laundry in a garbage bag and carried 
it home. 


i fell asleep next to my phone. i've been doing that 
again lately. i woke up and the room was a mess, 
nothing wasn't real. it was cloudy and rainy, so i 
walked in a shorter circle, eyes opened wider. i 
passed pedestrians in a beanie and smiled at them. 

i went home and made myself oatmeal and laid back 
down. i imagined i was dreaming about you again. you 
said sorry and i forgave you. 


THE YELLOW CANVAS 


ANGIE SEMPERTEGUI 


she paints away her feelings 
so the Darkness does not get to her 
she says it is working 
she says that she loves me 
she even calls me 
the sun to her Moon 


and yet, 


i can feel His presence 
all around me 
keeping her company, 
loving her body, 
holding her in His arms 
making her laugh, 


and i realize, 


that no matter what i do or say 
i will never be able to offer her 
the Darkness she so deeply craves 


and so, 


i let her paint away her feelings 
for me 
until everything that once covered our yellow canvas 
is turned to black. 


arta] 


what i think about when i can't sleep 
KARIE HAWKINS 


i wish you didn't have such a hold on me 

but after everything i've tried, 

i can't help but recall a distant. memory 

of what was once shared between us that has died 


you invited me to your house that night. 
your arm fit. so well around my waist- 

it. pains me to say i was filled with delight 
each time your kisses graced my face 


as my body burned up beneath you,, 

as moonbeams streamed im through the blinds. 

all i could see was you above me,, i had no clue 
your lips trailing my’ skin would not escape my mind; 


but this is all a distant memory, like i said 
because what! was once shared between us is dead 


pottery class 
MILO ARNONE 


envy not. the straight-A student who sacrifices sanity 
for predetermined "professionalism." the real world 
is on a Schedule, due dates define your worth. your 
mind belongs to the machine. you are only as smart 

as your highest grade. you are only: as accomplished 
as your most polished performance practiced in the 
mirror or for your partner or for your roommates the 
week before it's due, if you're lucky, or the night 
before if you're normal. do not envy the student who | 
pulls allenighters that furn 24-hour days into 57-hour 
nightmares--the student whose eyes never close. your 
Sleep is purposeless. no time can be wasted in the 
real world. burn your corneas with the incessant glow 
of your computer screen, because what are we other 
than slaves to the perpetual electricity of reality? 
what are we other than objects, the wicked artist's 
clay, to be squashed, deformed, and carved to meet 
the expectations of everyone other than ourselves? 

we are built to be used, recycled through the 
institutions that profit from our labor, all at the 
cost of all that we have to offer. does it ever end? 


it is a question I cannot answer, for each time I 
think that I've run out, that I've been completely 
drained, stripped of everything I thought I knew, 
they somehow find a way to take more. envy not the 
Student who has lost themselves in the quest for 
success in the real world. 


I do not know where I am. 


YELLOW THUMPER AT MAIN STREET STUDIOS 10/8/22 
JASMINE JOHNSON & EVAN DONNELLY 


NN y 
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WIRED AT MAIN STREET STUDIOS 10/8/22 


ITHACA JOURNAL 


IAN ENDRES 


Today, the 16th of October. In Ithaca, went to the 
Johnson art museum. 


The exterior: The architecture of the campus is 
promising, the architecture of the museum yet more so. 
Sweeping arches descend deep into the earth to a loading 
dock, the brutalist concrete behemoth in the shape of a 
Tetris ell rises above, brilliantly individualistic and 
unchanged. The inside belies the same feeling. And yet! 
Close inspection of the walls and floors reveals many 
imperfections, but are they imperfections? They make for 
an imperfect smooth surface, but how about an art 
museum? On the fifth floor sharp concrete has decayed 
into a rounded corner, a chunk of concrete lying below 
on a ledge testifies to decay. 


The contents: Floor one of my visit, I care not for 
the geometry unless at the extreme, fitting for an artist 
of this millenium (last lkyr, not merely post 2000). 
Digitally enhanced photography of DeSouza. A photo 
appearing to be sharp and distinct with texture, 
closer inspection reveals that it is blurred, soft 
color all about, no edge. How is there the sharp 
texture? Off-white (lightest grey) lines fly throughout 
the image, fine and unconcerned with direction on the 
micro scale, they form large patterns which follow 
colors and contours, and yet define the image Car from 
the series The Lost Pictures (1963-2005). Next, the 
spiral brutal staircase, the top forming an analog of 
the <= of a Stradivarius. At the top of this staircase 
is a small display case full of coins; coins from a 
world where one could drink the rainwater and walk where 


no one has ever walked before, a world where the 

common languages had many cases and the people were of 
living myth, a world that no longer exists and never can 
again. A cramped stairwell ascends up three floors, 

each landing the same as the last, tightly coiling 

about a small central column. The top - abstract 
Japanese pottery and stonework. Green-glaze moss 

growing on grey-glazed ceramic. An ocean is distilled 
into a single plate. Ancient cups and mugs made for 
specific drinks. After coming down the stairs I 
impulsively walk the balcony overlooking the entrance to 
the gallery and I see a painting of lush French fields 
with the evening sky and moon, as peasants work the 
fields of Salon in 1874. Red/pink/magenta flowers 

abound in clumps thirty meters about and I fall into 
the painting, vividly seeing the peasants working, 

the moon rising, the flowers blossoming and wilting, 

the leaves broadening, many days in an instant. 

I am there. O (japanese zen buddhist symbol i saw 

on the "old pinetree" raku), 


Four cylinders purr behind me in synchronicity, 
coming into and out of harmony as the revs rise and fall. 
Coming into Ithaca, nipping the tail of each gear in 
series, in beat; moving at my own leisure, not racing, 
not at the limits of the car and physics, no weight 
transfer, na thought required. A glimpse into a 
coffee shop jungle. Wearing a bright red, violently 
competing with all the colors around me effortlessly. 
An impending migraine? I fought off one headache all of 
yesterday and kept it at an arm's length today by the 
virtue of fine art. A delay in vision, a mild unfocus. 
Is it in my new glasses? ` Hosse ouka? S yengen = \ 


BbICOKY!0 TpaBy Ha Kopnene, ona oHa buia KpacnBas. OgHa UBCTb 3nech) 
‘ogud YaCT5 Ti TAM, 3eéHEIe nea. | 


Do my eyes move at the same speed now, when like this? 
Is the feeling of unfocused slowness caused by an 
extended blanking period? Things too esoteric to look 
up, too odd and specific to ask. I need to buy coolant. 
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SINCE NEVER 


HALLE COOK 


A house 15 Not a home, 


Neo“ 


za ae Sew quite Whe it did, : 
in this house. 


GOODBYE 


The New Disposable was founded in a secret location 
on E, Main Street in Fredonia NY. Some nites, the 
hallways resonate with dinosaur squeals--great sounds 
from beyond--ripping thru eardrums and smacking hard 
walls shameless. Onion skins coat the kitchen floor 
for weeks and weeks, The landlord is a kind man. The 
downstairs laundromat shakes awake the tenants and 
those hundred empty bottles, There's a cat in there 
now. The magazine was assembled in a bedroom with a 
skylight window and a bed in the exact middle, Friends 
have come and gone-.~lived & left, 


This feels like a goodbye to Fredonia, where many of 
us settled with the fact that everything was different 
than we thought. The melancholy of small towns is 
learned in cobbly. places like this.. Down a bit from 
the village with its brick and Sunday cool, I heard 
wolves howling. They demanded joy, so there were 
parties in the woods for years and years as long as 
any of them could remember. They wondered then if 
they moved thru this place or the place thru them. 

A face--2l..that's all that is. 


This is dedicated to the best fakers of the generation 
and the heroes who I'll know tomorrow or who I'll 


never know. Keep on and pull thru. You and I, friend, 
may never know where to go. Be off! 


GOOD NITE 


-JK 


